
The mft lamentable Tragedy 

Tom. Out of her favour where I am in love. 

Ben. Alas that love fo gentle in his view. 

Should be lo tyrannous and rough in proofe / 

Tom. Alas that love, whofe view is muffled (fill, 
Should without eyes fee pathwayes to his will / 
Where fhall we dine ? O me, what fray was here ? 

Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all : 

Here’s much to doe with hate, but more with love : 
Why then O brawling love , O loving hate, 

O any thing of nothing firft created, 

O heavie lightnefle , ferious vanity, 

Milhapen Chaosof well feeming formes. 

Feather ofIead,brightfmoke, cold fire, ficke health. 
Still waking lleepe,that is not what it is. 

This love feele I, that feele nolovein this. 

Doft thou not laugh ? 

Ben. No Coze, I rather weepe. 

Tom. Good heart at what ? 

Ben. At thy good hearts oppreflion. 

Tom. Why fuch is lcfaes tranfgreflion. 

Griefes of my owne lye heavie in my breaft. 

Which thou wilt propagate to have it preft 
W ith more of thine : 'this love that thou haft fhowne. 
Doth adde more griefe to too much of mine owne. 
Love is a fmoke made with the fume of fighes. 

Being purg’d, a fire fparkling in lovers eyes ; 
Beingvext,afea nourifht with loving teares : 

What is it elfe a madnelfe moft dilcreet, 

A choking gall, and a prclerving fvveet . 

Farewell my Coze. 

Ben. Soft, I will goe along, 

And if you leave me fo you doe me wrong. 

Tom. Tut, I have loft my felfe, I am not here. 

This is not ‘Romes, hee's feme other where. 

Ten. Tell me in fadnefie, who is that you love ? 
Tom. What } (hall I groane and tell thee ? 

Ben. Grone, why no, but iadly tell me who. 
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"Rom. Well, in that hit you mifle ; ftiee’ll not be hit 
With Cupids arrow, fhe hath Diant wit : 

And in ftrong proofe ofehaftity well arm’d. 

From loves weake childilh bow fhee lives uncharm'd : 

She will not flay the fiege of loving tearmes, 

Nor bide th’ incounter of affailing eyes. 

Norope her lap to Saint feducing gold : 

O (he is rich in beauty, onely poore, 

That when fhe dyes, with beauty dyes her ftore. 

Ben. Then fhe hath fworne that fhe will ftill livechaft. 

Rem. Sheehath, and in that fparing makes huge waft, 

For beauty fterv’d with her feverity. 

Cuts beauty off from all pofterity. 

Shee is too faire, too wife, wifely too faire. 

To merit blifle by making me defpaire : 

She hath fbrfworne to love, and in that vow. 

Doe I live dead, that live to tel lit now- 

Ben. Be rul’d by me, forget to thinke ©f her. 

Rom. O teach me how I fhould forget to thinke 

Ben. By giving libertie unto thine eyes. 

Examine other beauties. 

Tim. ’Tis the way to call hers (exquifite) in queftion more ; 
Thefe happv Maskes that kifle faire Ladies browes, 

Being blacke, put us in minde they hide the faire : 

He that is ftruckenblinde cannot forget 
The precious treafure of his eye-fight loft. 

Shew me a Miftris that is palling faire. 

What doth her beauty ferve,but as a note. 

Where I may read who paft that parting faire? 

Farewe 11, thou canft not teach me to forget. 

Ben. *Ue pay that do<ftrinc,or elfe dye in debt. Exeunt, 

v B Enter 


<Rom. Bid a ficke man in fadnefie make his will s 
word ill urg’d to one that is fo ill : 
fadnefie coufin I doe love a woman. 
gen. Iaym’d fo neare when I fuppos’d yon lov’d. 

Rem- A right good marke-man : and (hee’s faire I love. 
A right faire raarke, faire Coze, is fooneft hit. 


